CHAPTER XVIII

GEORGE ELIOT

ON December 22,1880, an event occurred which cast
a gloom over the reading public of the whole civilised
world.   This is no extravagance of expression, for it
was on that day George Eliot died.    I came to know
George Eliot when she was living at her house called
The Priory, North Bank, Regent's Park.    My acquaint-
ance with her was made through her husband, George
Henry Lewes, and him I had come to know through my
old friend E. F. S. Pigott, who has heen already men-
tioned in these reminiscences.    Pigott was a colleague
of mine on the political and literary staff of the 6 Daily
News/ then under the editorship of Frank H. HilL    He
was a man of varied culture and great ability, and had
Mends in every field of literature.    He lived a bachelor
life in an old-fashioned little dwelling at South Bank,
Regent's Park; audit might have been a lonely bach-
elor life, but that Pigott was always busily engaged in
newspaper work, or else enjoying himself at the theatres
and in society.   In his house I first met George Lewes;
and through George Lewes I was introduced to George
EEot.   I had known much of George Eliot before that
time, not merely as an authoress, for of course everybody
knew her in that way; but I had heard of her from my
friend Dr. John Chapman, editor of the 6 Westminster
Review,* with whom she worked for a long time as as-
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